igo                  ' INDISCRETIONS'
Quincey's dreams. In bunks, ranged round the walls like berths in a ship's cabin, lay others, already sleeping off the effects of the noxious drug. One might have been in the heart of China, in the Foochow Road of Shanghai. Upstairs was a much sadder sight, for here young girls and women were being initiated into the mysteries of the drug habit.
" I can show you Britishers a worse sight even than this! " said the Police Commissioner, " if you come along with me." He took us to another street and into a great dingy building with a long flight of stairs, on which a group of Salvation Army lasses were singing at the top of their voices. The stairs were badly lighted with oil lamps.
We came to a door on a landing, which the Commissioner opened. "The woman in this room," he said, pausing with his hand on the door knob, tc is a countrywoman of yours. She's living with a Chinaman. Although quite young, I give her seven months more. I know the signs. She's killing herself with opium."
He pushed the door open and we entered. On a Chinese k'ang (that Chinese brick platform, with a fire under it, on which the Chinese make their bed) lay a woman half-dressed, with a tray by her side on which was spread all the paraphernalia of the opium-smoker. The room reeked of the smell. The woman's hair fell about her shoulders.
As we entered, she staggered to her feet, and with a terrifying volley of curses inquired what we had come for. My companions retreated in haste, but I was so struck by the sight of that woman's face that I could not go. I begged the Commissioner to leave me with her a few moments, and shutting the door I remained standing with my back to it.igo                  ' INDISCRETIONS'
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